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one else: he fixed upon him, on the contrary, almost stepping
in his way; and proceeded to declare, that he valued the French
theatre very highly, and read the works of their great masters
with delight; particularly he had learned with true joy that his
Highness did complete justice to the great talents of Eacine. " I
can easily conceive," continued he, " how people of high breeding
and exalted rank must value a poet, who has painted so excellently
and so truly the circumstances of their lofty station. Corneille, if
I may say so, has delineated great men; Racine men of eminent
rank. In reading his plays, I can always figure to myself the
poet as living at a splendid court, with a great king before his
eyes, in constant intercourse with the most distinguished persons,
and penetrating into the secrets of human nature, as it works
concealed behind the gorgeous tapestry of palaces. When I study
his Britannicus, his Berenice, it seems as if I were transported in
person to the court, were initiated into the great and the little, in
the habitations of these earthly gods; through the fine and deli-
cate organs of my author, I see kings whom a nation adores,
courtiers whom thousands envy, in their natural forms, with their
failings and their pains. The anecdote of Racine's dying of a
broken heart, because Louis Fourteenth would no longer attend
to him, and had shown him his dissatisfaction, is to me the key
to all his works. It was impossible that a poet of his talents,
whose life and death depended on the looks of a king, should not
write such works as a king and a prince might applaud.*'
Jarno had stept near, and was listening with astonishment.
The Prince, who had made no answer, and had only shown his
approbation by an assenting look, now turned aside; though
Wilhelm, who did not know that it was contrary to etiquette to
continue a discussion under such circumstances and exhaust a
subject, would gladly have spoken more, and convinced the Prince
that he had not read his favourite poet without sensibility and
profit.
te Have you never/' said Jarno, taking him aside, " read one
of Shakspeare's plays ?"
" No," replied Wilhelm: " since the time when they became
more known in Germany, I have myself grown unacquainted with
s the theatre; and I know not whether I should now rejoice that
•41 old taste, and occupation of my youth, has been by chance
lewed.   In the mean time, all that I have heard of these plays
Excited little wish to become acquainted wiih such extra-

